IO4     THE LADY AND THE UNICORN
She remembered the clasp. It had been a buckle,
he said3 but It did not look like anything at all, and
the stones were not real "They're paste/' he told
her reverently, 4*old French paste/'
"Paste/" echoed Rosa, and though she trea-
sured everything that Stephen gave her, she was
ashamed to show it to anyone. She took it to
Hukimchand in the market and he polished it up
nicely for her, so that it sparkled like diamantd
and was really very pretty.
Stephen looked at her when he saw it as if she
had done something obscene. "Give it to me/' he
said in a low, dangerous voice, "give it back to
me.** Rosa took it from the front of her dress and
gave It to him without a word, and he threw it
down on the floor and smashed it to pieces with
his heel.
Rosa burst into tears, but she could not see
what she had done. "How should I know it was
valuable and historical?'* she sobbed.
"Stop saying historical/' shouted Stephen, and
more gently, "It isn't a question of that, it's a
question of taste. You can't see anything unless
it's labelled."
"You could teach me."
"It's not a thing you can learn unless you have
a feeling for it. You either feel it or you don't, I
thought you might, you look so sensitive, but you
don't. Stop crying, Rosa, you can't help being
different."
"If I were a foreigner you wouldn't mind if I
were different/1